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Take a breath.
You’re about to dive into a collection of 
artwork—71 pages of poetry, prose and 
visual art, accumulated from the pens, 
keyboards and brushes of our local and 
extended family of artists. They’ve worked 
hard for this moment, deliberately setting 
each word and touching each dab of paint 
in preparation for publication. We hope you 
enjoy your journey through their work.

One special note: this year we’ve 
introduced a new way to submit your 
creative work to Tributaries—an online 
application on our website. Simply fill out 
a quick form, attach your work and click 
“Send.” It’s that simple.

We can’t wait to see your submissions!

Patrick Tisdel
Editor-in-Chief
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Pawpaw’s Rough Mechanic’s Hands

never seemed to stop working, always
covered in cuts he didn’t notice, deep
bleeding rivers on callused
palms, tough as old rope, caked
with motor oil and brake dust. He taught

me to drive in his faded
Chevy truck, seat covers torn and leaking
powdered foam that made me sneeze.
The inside smelled like old tobacco
and homespun dreams, fine
as white sugar. Around in circles

at the VFW, both my white artist’s
hands on the wheel, the old man coached
me how to turn, when to brake, how late
I could wait before heading
for home. He never wrote

poems, but there were poems
in the bleeding creases of his hands, the soft
way he said “turn her around, baby girl,
and take us home.”

Elsbeth Wofford-Tyler
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La Push

Aric Brown



The Boss-man Took It Away

I walked through the door,
Greeted by the news.
Instead of happy-go-lucky faces
And young people walking with quick paces.

I noticed all asses in their seats
Staring deliberately into the light of their monitors
A sad sense of despair lingered over the place
That was Monday evening.

The day our Boss-man took the internet away!

Robert Frazier
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White Picket Fence

white picket fence
dazzling 
in the lemon morning,
an ocher tabby
inching
on silent paws
and
praying 
to an ocher tabby god
that the red-splashed robin
will keep pulling 
at the struggling worm.

Geoffrey Craig
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The Station Just West of Northport

Alone on the platform I hope
no adult will show.

My first train trip without
a grown-up, my rite of passage.

At this whistle stop, trains
never stop for a kid alone,

so I figure turning thirteen,
I’m big enough.

After all, young David slew Goliath,
Romeo wed Juliet, Mozart

composed a string quartet.
Standing straight to seem taller

I adjust my tie and jacket,
move closer to the platform’s edge.

Robert Collet Tricaro
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The train screeches around
the curve. The engineer

smiles at me with a look that says
I’m a little late—

and you’re no Mozart!
He gives two short blasts

on his air horn as the train
accelerates east toward Northport.
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If You Ever Wish to Grow

Your skin is soft and green
Your scrawny toes hang on to the dirt
It is dry and bare,
But you hold on

Perhaps you will make it
It will be a long summer
Rain is scarce
If only you had been born in a rain forest

You seem different
You seem out of place
You have leaves;
They have thorns

I will come next year
Perhaps you will make it
It will be a long summer
Rain is scarce

If you ever wish to grow
You have to be astute
Grow more roots
Expand your arms

Jose Trejo
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Dedication

Kristen Ray Johnson



Escape

North, South, West
Toward the slipping sun.
Chasing the horizon.

No yellow lines to confine me.
No black, stinking asphalt.
No sticky gas pumps in oil-stained convenience store 
parking lots.
No dangling traffic lights to impede my progress.
No little red lines to trace through the crease of a map
With my fingertip.

Only the sound of the cool salty waves
Lapping against the green hull
Of the fourteen-foot Old Town.
The slick oak of the gunwale
Glitters in the sunlight.

The neoprene grip of the paddle,
Soft in my hand,
Belying the power the oar gives me.
The power to propel through the water
With stealth and speed.
To take a leisurely float
Or disappear over the horizon.

Stephanie Harrell
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Nature’s Script

Sunrise fashions a rose window sky.
A breeze spreads sweet glaze

over a rainbowed cove.
Staring into that mirror

as though struck by its avian
good looks, an imperious

ice-blue heron stands motionless.
Its eye is fixed

on the players below, who
fix on those beneath them.

On cue, the heron’s beak
breaks the glass, takes

the prize and swallows.
An elegant old script--

the plot worn thin.

Robert Collet Tricaro
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The Barn

Pulling it tighter with his teeth,
the pinch of the strap
makes him one of Pavlov’s dogs.
The giddiness overcomes the DTs.
The walls of the dark shed close in
as he inhales the scent of 
gasoline, sawdust, and rotting grass.

He slips the hollow steel into his flesh,
presses the plunger down
to unbridle the ten thousand horses
that will take him away.

Nothing matters here.
His children’s mother is gone,
buried beneath a mound of red clay
below a makeshift marker.

The baby in the highchair cries
for more Cheerios
while big sister sweeps up those
thrown to floor.
Cartoons and Barbies elude her
as she works to be the father
that has been dragged away by so many horses.
Horses called heroin.

Stephanie Harrell
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Screening Prayers

Heaven has little patience
for human excess.

Standing in place will do.
Look up and speak

in today’s vernacular,
words formed in the gut’s dugout,

hoping to please whoever is
screening our prayers, before

they’re sent to the one
who answers them.

Robert Collet Tricaro
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Modern-Day Granddaughter

Nineteen. Driving in my little red car
With a dent in the hood.
Dad helped me buy it
After the baby was born.
Riding to see Grandma
At River Woods Adult Community.
Could use some birthday money.
Diapers and formula cost more than I thought.

Knock, knock.
Grandma’s boyfriend answers.
They say ears and noses don’t stop growing.
They are right.
Curly gray hairs on his ears contrast
With the gleaming, spotted skin of his scalp.
And his teeth— they glisten like pearls
From inside a glass by the sink.
“Grandma’s not home,”
He growls to the chubby baby on my hip.
She’s gone for a ride
On her Harley.

Stephanie Harrell
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The brown paper bag
Crinkles in his hand,
Breath hot with stale whiskey.
Grandma won’t be happy.
Booze changes him.
Gives him wandering eyes.
They slide
Over
Me.
Pausing at every
Swell and curve.
Uneasy now, I turn to
Go. Not saying goodbye or
Leaving word for Grandma.
Running back to the sanctuary
Of my little red car with the dent in the hood.
Birthday money can wait.

                     13 14
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The Rejected Bride

Alex Ingle

Inspired by Katherine Anne Porter’s 
“The Jilting of Granny Weatherall”



I Go Back to Oklahoma 1974

I see Mom, her face framed in soft curls, her brown-buckle loafers;
I see how her eyebrow strings up
a marionette smile when he speaks,
like his tongue was in chalk,
the twang of North Georgia, slurred, thick
with years of barn dust and slow Septembers, she loves
how he was never the town-hero, just town-scholar,
now in college chemistry, clean polo shirt
and grin and eyes fixed on her.

Laura the lamb, the Tri-Deltas called her, as her hips fill up with
the soft loss of girlhood, she now drifts into new
bare-knee skirts; she now drifts into his careful arms
at the sorority mixer, he wears
that polo shirt—she is so close.
They breathe each other, inhale. He is waiting

to introduce his mother, who never had
warm-bread skin like hers. His palms mold gentle curves,
curves I will fill; her soft tummy will swell like baking bread.
I want to tell her I’ll be her youngest daughter,
that we will share church shoes, that I will run away
and come back; I want to tell him that spit-up 
will ruin his polo and that he won’t care
because I’ll just pump my porky legs in the air
and gurgle like it was a secret joke.

I want to tell them not to let fear choke
their hearts, not to handle love as if
it could be shattered; it is earthen,
and unaware of time, and older
than I am, and do they know
that in thirty years they will still dance in the kitchen?

Lizzy Gregory
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Memory Long Gone

A flash, a blur, skip and swerve behind the curtain of my mind;
Estee Lauder warms around me as I drown in her hug.
Morning coffee breath falls on my face.
I lay my head down on her ample chest
and listen to the vibration of her voice on my ear.
Her fingers, heavy with rings, soothe my fine hair.
In bed, I feel her warmth at my back.

The colorful memory of her is lost and skewed.
Once finely cared for hands are no more,
Nervous nail biting and I.V. injections take their toll,
Her skin at one time smooth and clean,
is dry and bruised from mystery hurts.
Forgotten is the sweet memory
Replaced by the slow win of death.

Lauren Harmon
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Granny’s Pain

Alex Ingle

Inspired by Katherine Anne Porter’s 
“The Jilting of Granny Weatherall”



Today Is Not My Day

Today is the day
I got my promotion.
Today is the day
I bought my second car
and paid the last mortgage note
on my house.
But today is not my day
because you were absent
at the threshold
when I returned home
at the end of the day.

Rabiul Hasan
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Lost in Reality

“Daddy?” Lily said as she walked through the front door. 
“Where’s the drawing I made you and Mommy that was 
on the refrigerator?”

Her father, clutching a heavy bag full of prescriptions, came 
in behind her. Her mother walked in after, her hollow look 
straying to their daughter. Sadness hugged them both, 
pulled their shoulders low with its extreme weight. The 
psychologist did not have the news they had been praying 
for. The new medicines hadn’t improved their daughter’s 
mental stability at all.
 
“Daddy?” she turned, her little teddy bear swinging. She 
jerked to look down the empty hallway.

“George! What are you doing here? I’m not your friend 
anymore and you better leave right now or my daddy 
will get you.” She stomped her foot. “You don’t think my 
daddy can? George, if you don’t leave I’m going to hurt 
you.” She was becoming more agitated and physical with 
every word, shaking her arms out in front of her, banging 
them against the hallway walls.

Her parents watched in dismay, fear showing in their eyes. 
With his body tense, her father braced himself for the 
moment when she would turn to him to handle the

Lauren Harmon

                     19 20



invisible intruder. Her mother clenched her jaw, forcefully 
grinding her teeth. Tears threatened to fall.

“Lily? Lily, nobody’s there, baby.” Her mother’s gentle hand 
rubbed her back, hoping to soothe not only  her but the 
upcoming fit.

“Mommy, yes there is, too,” she spat and pushed her mother 
away. Screaming, Lily pushed things off the hallway table. 
A vase shattered; water, broken glass, and flowers scattered 
across the hardwood floor. Lily picked up a piece of jagged 
glass and hurled it down the hallway, screaming, “Leave, 
leave, LEAVE,” as loud as she could.

“Lily! Lily, you stop that!” Her father grabbed her 
shoulders and forced her to face him. “No one is there.” He 
bent down eye-level with her, but she didn’t look at him. 
She looked up and over his shoulder. Lily’s eyes focused 
on something that they could not see. Reality was fading 
fast; she closed her eyes and began to scream, making her 
parents shudder and want to cover their ears. She ducked 
as if dodging a blow and ran under the table.

“No! Don’t hurt me! George, please don’t hurt me!” she 
wailed, covering her head.

“Lily? Lily?” her mother said softly. She put out her hand, 
but Lily flinched from her, rocking back and forth and 
hugging her head, moaning, her shoulder-length hair 
hanging in shaggy disarray around her face.
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“Get her pills,” Lily’s mother said over her shoulder. Her 
husband turned, picked up the forgotten bag on the floor 
and went into the kitchen. He dumped the contents onto 
the counter. Bottles rolled in all directions; some clicked 
to the floor, rattling their pills as they rolled. He looked 
down at them and tears swam in his eyes until one fell . . . . 
and then another, and another. They blurred his vision as 
he fumbled with each bottle, picked one up and, tossing it 
aside, desperately looked for the one that would, he hoped, 
bring his little girl back to him.
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Untitled Haiku

Life becomes so busy!
Responsibility calls
as the clouds float by.

Jerred Jesse

Literature Past

I try to digest
all that is now relevant

in literature past.

Rebecca Lowery

The Cost of First Dates

Percentage sign, fool—
You’ll never pass accounting
with her on your mind

Patrick Tisdel
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Head to Toe

His hair is brown and wavy.
He has the biggest puppy dog eyes I have ever seen.
The curves of his nose and mouth make my heart flutter.
His neck has a clean line leading to broad shoulders.
I trace with my eyes down his arms 
and imagine what strength his hands hold.
His waist and chest are tight and supple. 
They lead my eyes south, to his long legs and great calves.
Finally, I see the biggest feet I have ever seen 
and am immediately turned off.

Cindy Kirkland
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Death Pulls Me South

A corpse always
looks embarassed
even if it’s your father.

A jolt 
twists your gut,
& you know why
people use the word shock
to convey

how they feel
when they see something
they don’t want to see:
a dog on the highway,
all tongue, fur & flies.
They try to block it out.

I wanted to slam
down the lid of that coffin
& run

but made myself
look again, focus
on the repose of his brow,
his eyes shut to indignity.

Marsha Mathews
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Untitled

Jeremy Marchmon



The floor was cold on her bare feet as she stepped through the 
apartment. Thoughts of yesterday continued to circle through her 
mind. Did I do the right thing? Did I say everything I needed to? It’s too late 
to begin second-guessing. This is what I wanted to do for a long time. Aubrey 
knew that the only way to move forward was to cut strings with all that 
holds her back, including her job. I just wish that it had not been so sudden. 
All my planning and I still don’t feel prepared. “Purr . . .”  “Oh, Oreo, don’t 
worry. We always figure it out,” she sighed.

Aubrey had worked for Charles Westire for 10 years as an 
administrative assistant. She’d dealt with everything for Alsh, 
Incorporated that needed to be managed. Charles was simply the face
of a business that had been creatively managed by a woman 
determined to be successful. After the time spent helping to build a 
successful company, Aubrey had realized that her plans were not 
growing as she had intended. Charles was a “no matter what it takes” 
man, and Aubrey had grown in a different direction. She was ready 
to take on the challenge of achieving her dream. Aubrey was going to 
open her shop.

As she walked through the doors of Lark Real Estate, her stom-
ach turned knots. This is everything that I have dreamed. I have been 
planning for years. Finally, I am going to be my own boss. Aubrey reached to 
strike the bell for assistance when a short, round woman approached 
the desk.

Clouds

Ashlee Swilling

                  27 28



“Yes. My name is Aubrey Pruitt. I need to find out about a building that 
you have for sale on Broad Street.”

“OK, if you will stay here for a minute, I will get someone for you.”

Aubrey sat in the rigid chair as she thought about what Charles had 
said to her. “Good luck, but be prepared and don’t forget,” Charles said. 
What did he mean? He is just trying to throw me off balance, which seems 
to be working. Aubrey had been working for Charles for so long that she 
tried desperately to hide her fright. She knew that she would no lon-
ger be able to work for Charles. The thought of the years of hard work  
only to improve someone else’s image was creating resentment within 
Aubrey. She had been looking for the perfect spot in downtown 
Augusta to open the shop. The entire “Do it yourself ” book collections 
were lined against the walls of her studio apartment. I am prepared. 
Working for him for 10 years is definitely something that I will never forget.

“Hello, Ms. Pruitt, I’m Maxine. You’re interested in the property on 
Broad?”

I cannot believe this is happening. “I actually want to purchase the
 building.”

*           *           *

The building was perfect. In the center of night life for Augusta and just 
a short walk to the riverfront. Aubrey was ready to take on anything 
that was thrown her way. She sat in the empty building creating the 
perfect scene for her shop. 
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The place had changed thousands of times in her mind. She had 
sketches and notes everywhere. It was finally time to begin the hard 
labor of making the place her own.

*           *           *

“Aubrey? Aubrey, I’m here,” the slender woman said as she walked 
through the back door with bags and buckets. It was Aubrey’s best 
friend, Nina. They had been joined at the hip since 7th grade at 
Heritage Middle School.

“I am so glad you’re here, Ni! I have ten thousand things I can think 
to do, and the list keeps getting longer.” Aubrey picked up some paint 
cans and carried them to the back room. “Inspections, equipment 
purchases, and fees. Lord, I don’t think any book or class can prepare 
you for the stress.” Aubrey sat at the old oak table and looked through 
her sketch book. “I continue to remind myself that it is well worth the 
lost sleep and aches in my body.”

“Just think, Aub, you are going for it all! You are going to be serving 
some of the best food on the strip. You have an amazing building, and 
we are going to make it look awesome.” Nina reached for the paint 
brushes and threw one at Aubrey.

Ring. Ring. Ring.

“Aubrey, this is Charles. I was reading the Chronicle this morning and 
saw where your shop is getting ready to open. You are doing well for 
yourself. If you see that you ever need anything, you know where to 
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find me.” A smile grew across Aubrey’s face as she deleted the message. 
All the stress of getting this shop ready to open has been more than 
worth it.

*           *           *

“Welcome to Clouds. Enjoy your visit with us.”



Honeybee

Insulting your sweaty palms,
your frozen heart,
your lack of passion and stability,
your pessimistic mind,
your frequent threats to break my thumb,
your refusal to cuddle,
and your certain way of parting abruptly
is far easier than admitting
just how astronomically gorgeous you are.

Regis Crowder
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Pure Love

Rigoberto Delgado



He touches her skin with a lover’s intent, but sparkles fail to glitter. She 
wills them into existence; she begs the shiver to swim in her veins. 
Realization sinks like lead into the well of her sorrow, ever-expanding 
ripples in the grey waters until tears sting the backs of her eyes. She 
holds them there as she stifles a gasp, and she wonders if he can taste 
the forced fervor in her kiss. Time and again it happens this way, and 
she hates herself for lying. Her lips never speak untruths, but her heart 
fails to leap and therein lies the real deception.

He says the fated words, three icicles shattering on the pavement of her 
soul. She wishes she could glue them back together as if he had never 
said them, wishes she could return the pieces in their original purity, 
but there isn’t time for that. She knows what is expected of her—and 
who does she really have to blame but herself ? She knows he doesn’t 
see through her. He doesn’t want to. And so she mimics his romantic 
admission, melted ice becoming black rivers in her blood.

Her heart hardly beats at the thought of him. It seems to flutter more 
ardently as she ponders her potential freedom, like a bird trapped 
inside basement rafters on a sunny day. She is losing herself as the days 
drag on. She dies a little more each time his eyes brighten when he sees 
her.

She is sure she is defective in some way— when he holds her she burns 
with indecision, overheated in the circle of his arms. She is floating in a 
sea of safety, and the only handhold is the ladder to complacency. She 
knows she would rather drown.

Frayed

Meredith Edwards
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And so she ends it, just as she always knew she would. She asks him if 
he ever suspected their demise, and he answers no. There is nothing 
but sincerity behind his glassy eyes, and she resists the urge to gag at 
the pain she knows she is putting him through.

He won’t hate her, though she begs for it. The well of her tears has 
finally overflowed, and she feels it is bottomless, so endlessly do they 
fall.  He thanks her for respecting him. If only he knew. The salt-water 
rivers on his face cut canyons in her heart, and she aches to know she is 
the cause of his agony. He is so good, so kind, loyal, and honest.

She doesn’t deserve to be happy for hurting him this way. She isn’t 
sure if it is worth wanting fire on her skin when she fears his heart will 
forever remain frozen.

His one request is that she continues as his friend, for that is what they 
have become, is it not? She ponders his plea, and later begs advice from 
objective listeners.

No, they tell her. Be wise. You will only hurt him more. She knows they 
speak truth, and yet she is selfish; she wants to have her cake and eat it 
too, and damn them all. She trusts his declaration that it will carry on 
as a mere friendship, that he won’t beg her back or accept her repeal 
should she feel inclined to offer it.

And so she leaves the black ribbons of heartache uncut, the edges as 
yet unraveled, and she prays they will stay that way. But loose ends left 
to tarry in the wind meet a tattered demise. She forgets she already 
knew that. She longs for a flame, a shimmering heat to melt the frayed 
boundaries of her heart, numb, unfeeling hardness left behind. He 
stands before her now, and they both know this is the true finale. He 
asks her to reconsider.               33 34



But she has made her decision and there is no going back, though she 
stings all over at the thought of him with another. She is surprised she 
hasn’t yet suffocated in the black tar of selfishness nestled where her 
heart should be. Maybe that is her punishment. To long for death, to 
ache for a respite from the scalpel through her gut and never receive it.

He struggles to keep his composure as she turns to walk away. For 
his sake, he can’t know she is barely held together, like an ice cube in 
August, and it is only a matter of time before she disappears 
completely. The echo of his words is chiseled on her soul. “Goodbye, 
my love.”

She watches him through the window as he slowly fades from sight, 
the defeated slump of his shoulders forever imprinted on her memory. 
She whispers to the universe to give him the woman of his dreams, 
pledging her own perfect match as a sacrifice for his happiness. 
Raindrops run across the glass pane, colors blurring together, the 
dripping scene reminiscent of Monet. She realizes it’s only her tears.
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Wintertime

Tina Phillips



Constellations of Blueberries

filled the vacant lot next door; our bare feet slapped
the splintered wood, two steps at a time. Plastic
bowls shivered in our palms, spoke the heat
of summer, our tanned skin sticky with sap, crusted
with crushed leaves. I was crammed

between your ages. You slipped
gum into my braids, gave me lice more
than once, mocked my long legs, dirty
face. You both had gaps

in your teeth, incisors
too large for your mouths. I snickered
when you fell, poked
your scabs. But

that year the berries rolled smooth
and heavy, warm indigo stars
on our palms, sweet and bitter
into our mouths. We collapsed

Elsbeth Wofford-Tyler
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into the thorns, stared down the steep
hill into the breaches
between the trees. You asked

what I wanted to be when I grew
up, but I didn’t have an answer, so I
shrugged, rolled berries into

your palms.
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Something Blue

9:00 a.m. Marilou Grimes shakes dishwater off her hands 
as Charlie wanders sleepily into the kitchen. She dries a 
bowl, sets it on the table and fills it with cereal. As she is 
cutting a banana for the five-year-old, he looks around the 
room, aware that Josh has already gone.

She tousles his hair playfully before his pout can turn into 
tears.

“He had to go sooo early,” she tells him soothingly. “He 
wanted to get to Birmingham before the storm hits, and he 
has to drive to Dallas.”

Charlie spoons cereal, milk, and bananas as he eyes the 
kitchen window. Already gray clouds are forming, and the 
wind is bending the giant oak behind the house. She tries 
to keep Charlie busy with stories of the past, but he soon 
tires of looking at family photos.

“Can we go outside?” he pleads.

Marilou eyes the approaching storm and decides to give 
in. Every time her husband left on a trip, they played 
hide-and-seek among the souvenirs Josh brought home 
from all his hauls. There is a giant Big Boy burger statue 
from a long-closed fast food chain, some pink flamingos 
from Florida, a hand-carved totem pole from Wisconsin, 

Nancy Mason
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and a teepee from Arizona. His favorite was the wrought-
iron eagle poised for flight that Josh found at an antique 
shop along a rural Alabama highway.

One, two, buckle my shoe . . . Marilou shoves Charlie’s tiny 
feet into sneakers.

“I’ll bet I can beat you!” she teases as Charlie races after 
her, laughing, down the porch of the rambling farmhouse, 
through the long aisles of statues and memorabilia, that 
lead down an unpaved path toward Alabama’s Black 
Warrior River.

10:00 a.m. Marilou stands near the bank of the river. 
Charlie is attempting to climb the totem pole. She waves 
at him, but he is intent on his climb and ignores her. Dark 
clouds have settled over the farm she and her husband 
inherited from his family.

The house itself was roomy and comfortable. A large
wrap-around porch hugged the Victorian frame building. 
Josh refinished the inside so it was warm in the winter and 
cool in the summer, unlike so many old Southern homes 
that suffered with the elements.

Brushing a strand of hair from her forehead, she 
thinks wistfully of the convenience of life in suburban 
Birmingham. The farm is nice, she thinks, but so 
isolated. And when Josh was gone, she felt detached from 
the world.
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The wind had picked up, tossing a rowboat caught loose 
from its dock in the roiling river water. The tiny craft heaves 
against the water, finally overturning on its side. Marilou 
wonders how long it would take for the boat to break apart 
as it is beaten against the river bank.

Thunder pierces the air in a shattering roar. Startled, 
Marilou calls for her son.

“Charlie!”

He does not answer. Frantic, she makes her way up the 
path toward the house. What a day to play hide-and-seek, 
she thinks. “Charlie!”

His teasing laugh catches her as she slips past the 
teepee.

“Here I am, Mommy!” he calls.

“Inside, young man,” she orders, gathering him in her arms 
as the first drops of rain pelt the earth.

Noon. Charlie is dried off, eating peanut butter and jelly 
in the den as he watches cartoons.

Marilou turns on the weather radio for reports of any warn-
ings. “The river, the river . . . they always pass along the river . . .”
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The image of Marilou’s grandmother passes before her 
eyes as she told her granddaughter about the great tornado 
outbreak of 1938, when fierce tornadoes passed along the 
Black Warrior and all through the South, as far away as 
Tupelo.

Grandma wiped tears from her eyes. “We lost Alex and 
John. . . .” She recalled her brothers killed in the  storm. . . . 
“We never knew when it would come, or how it would go. . . .”

Static comes from the box. “Must need batteries,” she 
thinks as she rummages through the kitchen drawer 
looking for replacements.

By the time she had put them in the radio, Charlie has 
snuggled up on a sofa for a nap. Marilou leaves the radio 
to find the weather reports. Bright yellow warning rib-
bons admonish viewers to stay inside as the reporters
present a map covered with menacing forecasts.

Another round of thunder splits the sky as lightning 
crackled nearby. Charlie sits up and begins to cry.

“I’m scared, Mommy,” he says. “Is Daddy coming home?”

Marilou sits next to him and wraps her arms around his 
shoulders.

“Daddy’s fine,” she assures him. “He left early to get ahead 
of the storm. He’ll be back in a few days.”
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Although she tries to be convincing, she feels a dull, 
empty feeling inside. The map shows a storm that covers 
several states. She hopes that Josh has pulled off the road 
in a safe spot.

“Shh, Charlie,” she tells the boy. “It’s going to be all right.”

Then the power goes out.

1:00 p.m. Marilou stays busy in the kitchen as rain 
batters the house. A large branch falls across the yard. 
Charlie is busy with a coloring book and crayons. Her 
weather radio begins to crackle.

Startled, Marilou reaches for the dials and attempts to find 
a station. The report notes that the morning storm will 
pass quickly. Sighing with relief, she turns off the radio to 
save the batteries.

She calls Charlie for lunch. He enters the room warily, 
handing her a hand-drawn picture.

“What have we here?” she asks distractedly, handing him a 
peanut butter sandwich and a glass of milk.

“It’s the bird!” he exclaims, disappointed that his mother 
did not recognize the image on the paper.

Marilou holds the picture closer, trying to analyze the stick 
figure of a child on the back of a bird in flight. 
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“It’s the eagle!” she cries, hoping that Charlie will forgive 
her blunder.

Charlie munches a bite of sandwich, smiling as he wipes a 
spot of jelly from his face.

“The bird will take me to Daddy and he’ll never go away 
again.” 

Marilou smiles, reaching down to hug Charlie.

“I know you don’t like for Daddy to go away, but he misses 
you, too,” she assures him.

Charlie finishes his sandwich thoughtfully, then pushes 
away the plate.

“Daddy is coming home today,” he says assertively.

Marilou stiffens as she studies Charlie leaving the room. 
He turns once, staring steadily at her, without speaking, 
before slipping back to his drawing.

Argument is out of the question. Ever since Charlie learned 
to talk, Marilou found it difficult to communicate with the 
child. He was precocious, and often challenged Marilou. 
But he was also playful and liked to tag along with her on 
her errands and help her around the house. He loved to 
jump in Josh’s lap and beg for a story so he could go to 
sleep.
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At times, though, his look and mannerisms suggested a 
much older soul inside him.

When the doctor told her that Charlie had an iron 
deficiency, Marilou faithfully fed him vitamins with an 
iron supplement. Charlie hated them but never refused to 
take his medicine.

One morning, though, Marilou found him in the kitchen, 
feeding the vitamins to his pet goldfish.

“Charlie!” she shouted, “You’re killing the fish!”

His petulant look made her soften her tone. “I wanted 
the fish to be big and strong, like me,” he explained, set-
ting the nearly empty bottle on the counter. Marilou was 
unconvinced.

Frantic, Marilou tried to clean the fish in a bowl of fresh 
water, but the damage was done.

Charlie seemed unmoved. “We don’t need goldfish,” he 
said.

And you don’t need the vitamins, thought Marilou as 
she realized that Charlie was acting out against his 
medical regimen. The fact that the fish was sacrificed 
was unimportant. Marilou was puzzled over Charlie’s 
motives, never knowing for sure if he had killed the fish 
deliberately.
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“Josh,” she thinks silently, “please come home soon. We both need 
you.”

2:00 p.m. The loss of power and deepening darkness 
helps Marilou slip into sleep. She dreams of Charlie as a 
baby, of planning for her wedding.

“You need something old, something new, something borrowed,
and something blue. . . .” It is her grandmother laughing , 
handing her a necklace from her great-grandmother, a new set of 
earrings, a borrowed hanky . . . but the laugh is shrill . . . I have 
nothing blue. . . .

Josh is standing by her mother, laughing too. “I have something 
blue. Look, Marilou, look outside . . .” and she laughs, too, at the 
big blue Eagle . . . then they all begin to sway. . . .

Windows rattle. “Mommy . . .” Thunder crashes. “Mommy . . .” 
The door rattles on its hinges. Marilou shakes off the 
reveries of a fitful sleep as she sits up in the overstuffed 
chair where she has dozed off.

“Someone’s breaking in. . . .” she thinks.

“Mommy . . .”

Thunder crashes as a relentless wind batters the house. 
Marilou jumps abruptly out of the chair.
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“Charlie!” she screams as he reaches out to hug her around 
her knees.

“It’s the wind. . . .” she realizes, as the windows rattle and the 
door shakes.

“Come, on, Charlie . . . into the den . . .” she cajoles the boy, 
but he does not budge.

“Wake, up, Mommy,” he admonishes her. “We’re in the 
den.”

Startled, she hugs him close and gathers him to her. The 
day has turned to night as black clouds race overhead, 
blocking out any semblance of daylight.

“Stay here, Charlie.” She wraps him in a flannel throw. “I 
have to find the radio.”

The report is of an approaching tornado. It is too late to 
seek shelter anywhere else.

Marilou crumples to the floor as large, bitter tears cover her 
cheeks. “This is it,” she wails, “just when everything seemed 
so perfect.”

But the time for self-pity is short. She leaves the 
sputtering weather report in the box on the counter to 
return to Charlie. “A closet . . .” she thinks. “Maybe the hall 
closet will be best. . . .”
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The pressure inside the house is suffocating, and the walk 
back to the den is through a hallway eerily silent in the 
darkness of mid-day. Finally, crying and choking back a 
scream, she reaches for Charlie in the chair where she left 
him. Instead of the child, she holds the flannel blanket that 
covered him. He is gone.

The scream that comes from inside Marilou is piercing 
and loud, like the thunder that covers her shrill cry.

Then, the strength that comes from a mother’s instinct 
to protect begins to shut out her fears. Quickly she scans 
the room for any sign of the little boy. Nothing has been 
moved. In the dusky light, she notes a flash of yellow 
light from the back door to the porch, which is swaying 
aimlessly on its hinges. Marilou stands stiffly as she realizes 
that Charlie has gone outside.

Determined to save her child, she heads for the porch, 
down the steps where rain has turned the steps into a 
waterfall, into the flooded grass where deep puddles reach 
up her ankles, where wind whips her face with water that 
bites her skin, and she scans the playground in search of 
Charlie.

Lightning flashes to reveal the silhouette of a five-year-old 
climbing atop the blue eagle. He is caressing the metal 
neck and holding it tightly as if he were riding a horse. She 
cannot hear him but sees that he is speaking to the bird.
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Stunned, Marilou watches as the wind begins to loosen the 
statue from the ground.

“Oh, Charlie, my child, what are you doing?” she calls to the 
boy, knowing that her words are lost to the storm. Stumbling, 
holding to any tree or bush she can, she heads slowly to the 
great American blue eagle where her child is playing.

“Come down, Charlie,” she calls, “the wind will carry you 
away.”

Charlie’s blonde hair flows behind his head, straight and wet 
as angel’s wings.

“No, Mommy,” he calls to her as the bird is lifted from the 
sodden earth. “Bird will take me to Daddy, and he’ll never go 
away again.”

Marilou stands below the wrought-iron sculpture. The bird 
turns its head and fixes its eyes on her as it rises from the 
ground.

“Good-bye, Mommy,” calls Charlie as he and the bird 
begin swirling in large, unformed circles at the edge of the riv-
er. The current of the Black Warrior is roiling, rushing forward 
wildly, out of control.

5:30 p.m. Patrol cars from the sheriff ’s department fill the 
drive. An ambulance crew unlatches a back door to remove 
a gurney.
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“I’m sorry, Josh,” the uniformed officer says gently, patting his 
friend on the shoulder. “No one had a chance in this storm.”

Josh has moved from the cab of the truck that is at the head 
of the drive. He stares down the path where he and his child 
played on so many Sunday afternoons. Now it is covered with 
mud and debris from the shattered statues and memorabilia 
from his travels.

The storm has passed, but the river still speaks angrily as its 
dark waters churn by below them. At the edge of the bank he 
spots his wife and child.

Charlie is leaning against the crumpled iron of the giant blue 
Eagle. Josh leans forward to lift his child close to him. In the 
mud below the bird lies Marilou, just as she fell when the 
giant bird fell from the sky and crushed her. Charlie reaches 
around Josh’s neck to hug him.

“Is Mommy dead?” he asks. Josh nods, letting the tears flow 
down his cheeks.

Two tiny hands stroke the face of his father.

“Don’t cry, Daddy,” Charlie says softly. “You still have me.”

He holds his father’s face in his hands. “You can stay home, 
now, Daddy. Won’t you stay home?”
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All In

Being dealt the cards
Watching a room full of anxiety
Waiting for the words
“Shuffle up and deal”
Hours of sitting
Waiting for one hand
Thinking it will never come
Then a surprise 
Push those chips in
Ready to defend
Your pride and glory
With two simple words
“All in”

Corey Taylor
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His Ring

I stared at his class ring on my dresser, willing it to open a hole 
in the floor through which I could escape. Dad was coming. I 
had no doubt. This morning, he had found Tony’s wallet on 
the floor beside the grey-striped couch. Mom’s grey-striped 
couch, in Mom’s living room, because Dad didn’t live with 
us. I had told him that I’d found it in the parking lot at school 
and it must have fallen from my bag. But my mother betrayed 
me. She had told him that I was dating the boy in the DMV 
picture, and who knows what else about Tony. 

But I bet she didn’t tell him that she handed me the car keys 
last night to drive to Tony’s house. I bet she didn’t tell him 
she baked Tony a red velvet cake for his birthday last week. 
Of course, she could never admit she let it happen, that she 
gave her blessing even if it was only because she was too 
weak to say otherwise. Dad wouldn’t forgive her, just like 
he wasn’t going to forgive me. And she couldn’t bear that. 
She would personally move hell to the clouds before a man 
didn’t approve of her.

His little girl dating a black boy? Oh, the horror, the shame.

I met Tony at school. What sophomore wouldn’t be thrilled 
when a senior took notice? We’d sit on the varnished
wooden bleachers of the gym and talk. He always had a 
smile for me. 

Stephanie Harrell
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One day after school, he walked me to my car. He brushed 
a wayward strand of hair from my face, and I swear I went 
blind. Long seconds must have passed. Suddenly, I realized 
I wasn’t blind. My eyes had closed involuntarily. When I 
opened them again, Tony was smiling at me, and he was 
so close that I could smell him. A sweet soap, sweat from 
basketball, and Polo. It was always Polo.

We said our goodbyes, and he headed across campus to his 
truck. I sat in my car for what felt like hours. What made 
me close my eyes? How could sweat and soap and Polo 
smell like that? Then it struck me. My dad would disown 
me if he knew I’d felt the touch of a black guy, but at that
exact moment, the threat of exile to the Arctic Circle would 
not have changed how I felt.

The next morning I gave Tony my phone number when 
he found me in the gym to say good morning. When he 
flashed that smile, I knew he’d call. For once, I was thank-
ful for the divorce, because this was before cell phones 
became ubiquitous. There was no risk of Dad answering 
the phone when Tony called. And Mom wasn’t going to 
say anything. How could she, when she had gone home 
from the bar with at least two different men in as many 
weeks?

Tony walked me to my car again that afternoon. I 
couldn’t stop smiling. He seemed nervous that day, 
and I hoped that my own nerves didn’t show. My
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palms were sweaty. My heart was pounding. Tony reached 
to open the driver door of my little car just as I did. Our 
hands brushed, and I jerked my hand away from the heat 
I felt. We both laughed, and I graciously let him open the 
door.

“Get in,” I said.

“Wha— what?”

“Get in,” I repeated. “I’ll take you to your truck.”

“Oh. OK.” He paused then. “But what if somebody tells 
your sister?”

“I’m not worried about her.” My palms got a little sweatier.

My sister Nikki was one of the most popular girls 
in the senior class, and everyone thought she was 
an angel. She kept up appearances, making sure 
that people would think only the best of her. My 
friendship with Tony might taint that reputation, 
and he knew that already. He knew that my family 
probably wouldn’t approve of him. I wondered what
his family would think of me, even if we never 
became anything more.

Tony rounded the front bumper and climbed in 
beside me. His scent enveloped me. I had to force
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myself to keep my eyes open as I put the car in 
Drive. I just wanted to sit there and breathe him in. 
I drove out of the gate and around the block to the 
south lot. Staying focused on driving took all of my 
concentration, so I’m sure I wasn’t good company 
for those few minutes. Tony didn’t seem to mind. 
He directed me to a row about midway across the 
parking lot, and I found his truck easily. It was a shiny, 
black Chevrolet. I knew it was more than a few years 
old, but Tony took care of it. The chrome wheels 
reflected the yellow paint on the asphalt.

Tony gave me a wink and slid out of my car 
without saying a word. Did that mean he was going 
to call when he got home? Or did I step over some 
imaginary line when I told him to get in? If I had, 
I told myself, he wouldn’t have winked. I tried to 
reassure myself on the way home. 

Just as I had known that morning before my head got in 
the way, Tony did call. He used the excuse that he’d failed 
to thank me for taking him to his truck. We talked for a 
long time that night, about school and cars and music and 
myriad other things. As it turned out, Tony and I had a lot 
in common.

The next couple of weeks were much the same.  
Talking at school, walking to the parking lot 
together. Sometimes we’d sit in his truck and listen 
to music. That was one of our differences—our taste
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in music. I liked pop and country. Tony was big into jazz, 
rhythm and blues. He would tell me about the artists and 
the instruments, and I grew to like it, too.

One afternoon, we were listening to Joe Sample. 
I was staring intently at the windshield wiper, 
concentrating in an effort to get a better sense 
of the nuances of the piano. When the song was 
over, Tony looked at me curiously. His eyes darted 
down to my mouth, then back to my eyes. I felt that 
familiar racing of my heart as he leaned in. When his lips 
met mine, I think we both stopped breathing. It was a brief 
kiss that I would have liked to last for eternity. I leaned back 
into the passenger seat. I couldn’t breathe. And again, I 
couldn’t see. I could not will my eyes to open. Finally, Tony 
spoke.

“You OK?”

“Yeah, just gimme a minute,” I whispered.

To his credit, Tony sat patiently waiting for some 
sort of reaction from me. I found out later that he 
wasn’t sure if I was going to slap him or kiss him again. 
In the end, I didn’t do either. I just bit my lower lip 
and smiled. It was time for me to go home, so I said 
goodbye and got into my car. I was so unsure about
what was happening between us. I knew what I 
wanted, but I also knew we’d never be accepted. 
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Tony asked me to have dinner with him that 
weekend. We decided to go into the next town 
because Tony was still worried about my sister. My father’s 
prejudice was the elephant in the room. We both 
knew it was there, but we didn’t discuss it. Tony 
reassured me that his family would love me no 
matter what. Dinner was great, and he held my hand in the 
truck. Neither of us could stop grinning.

When we pulled into the driveway, my sister’s car was there. 
Nikki lived with my dad. Why was she at Mom’s house on 
a Friday night? Why didn’t she have a date with some fine, 
upstanding country boy that Dad would approve of ? But 
there she was, looking out the kitchen window as I stepped 
down from the black Chevrolet, and there she was, glaring 
at me, when I opened the door.

“Who was that?” she asked.

“Tony,” I said, brushing by her.

“Tony Scotts?”

“Yep.”

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Her head 
wagged with each syllable.

“Dating him.” A smug smile emerged on my lips.
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“What will all my friends think when they find out my sis-
ter is dating a black guy?”

“I don’t really care what your friends think. I don’t even 
care what YOU think.”

“I’ll tell Dad,” she threatened.

“No, you won’t,” I said, as my smile broadened. “If you do, 
I’ll tell him about that pregnancy test I found in the trash.”

She looked stunned. She hadn’t known I knew.

I sauntered to my room, confident that I had handled her. 
I couldn’t wait to tell Tony. Nikki knew about us, and the 
world hadn’t stopped.

My elation was short-lived. I hadn’t counted on Mom 
knowing about Nikki’s pregnancy scare. I had nothing to 
hold over Nikki’s head as far as Mom was concerned, and 
Nikki was rather happy to deliver the news to our mother 
that little sister was dating a black boy. Mom came into 
my room the next morning to voice her own disapproval, 
with an emphasis on what my dad would say. I mentioned 
the fact that she had brought numerous men to our house 
since the divorce, and who knows how many more she’d 
gone home with. She didn’t have much of a reply, but she 
said she had to let me know how she felt. Yeah, like that 
would change anything.
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I invited Tony over to watch Mom’s favorite movie, A 
League of Their Own, that night. I thought if Mom met him, 
she would be more willing to see things my way, or at least 
resign herself to the fact that I was planning to continue 
seeing Tony. It worked better than I’d expected. Tony won 
Mom over. Granted, that’s not difficult for a man to do. By 
the end of the night, they were talking more than he and I.

I met Tony’s family the following weekend. His mom 
invited me over for dinner. My dad would have been
surprised that we didn’t have chitlins and watermelon. 
We enjoyed a nice dinner of grilled chicken with wild 
rice and broccoli. And the apple pie for dessert was 
delicious. Tony and I sat by the fireplace after dinner and 
played Monopoly with his little sister. He was so sweet 
that he didn’t make her pay rent when she landed on his 
properties. After about an hour, she was bored and 
moved on to something more active. Tony seemed 
nervous as he watched his sister walk out of the room. His 
hands were trembling as he pulled his class ring from his 
finger. He took my right hand, palm up, and placed the 
ring inside. Tony closed my fingers tightly around it, his 
chocolate-colored skin complementing the pink of my
own. He smiled as I slid the ring onto my left index 
finger. I couldn’t take my eyes off the amber stone as it 
sparkled in the firelight. One side of the thick, gold band 
was carved with an eagle and “1994.” The other side 
simply said “Scotts” in block letters. The ring was too big,
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of course, but I could put something inside to make it fit. 
My heart felt like it would burst.

From then on, Tony and I could come and go at both our 
homes without a problem. I just had to know when Dad 
was planning to be at my mom’s. Most of the time, he’d call 
the day before to let me know he was coming.

Tony came over one Friday night after a basketball game 
to watch Steel Magnolias with me. We cuddled up under a 
fuzzy blanket on the grey-striped couch. 

He dropped his keys and wallet onto the floor. I got up 
once to get us a soda and a fresh bowl of popcorn. Looking 
back, my foot may have nudged his wallet underneath the 
edge of the sofa, because Tony clearly had his keys when 
he left a couple of hours later.

I knew Dad would be over the next morning to go 
Christmas shopping with Mom, so I neatly folded the 
blanket and put it away, still oblivious to Tony’s wal-
let on the floor. Dad came in and sat down on the 
loveseat across from the sofa to wait for Mom to 
finish her make-up. If only I’d gone over to sit with him, I 
would have seen the wallet before he did. Instead, I went 
into my bedroom. Dad came to the door.

“What’s this?” he asked.
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“Um, a wallet,” I said, my face going pale.

“Whose?”

“I don’t know. I, uh, found it in the parking lot yesterday,” 
I said.
 
Damn. I could have come up with something better than 
THAT.
 
“I guess it fell out of my purse. Gonna turn it in Monday.”

“Oh,” he said, and walked back to the living room.

Could it have really been that easy?

Mom and Dad left to go shopping after telling me 
goodbye. I walked with them to the door as casually as 
possible, but Dad said nothing more about the wallet. I 
looked for it as soon as I heard his car start outside. I guess 
I thought that if I had the wallet, I would somehow have 
more control of the situation. I couldn’t find it.

I’d lied to my dad, but I had to protect my relationship with 
Tony. I couldn’t go a day without him. I tried to play Super 
Mario, but I couldn’t concentrate. Frustrated and helpless, 
I turned off the TV.
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The phone rang. It was Mom calling from a payphone at 
the mall to check on me. She informed me that Dad had 
Tony’s wallet, and that he’d asked her about the guy on the 
driver’s license.

“What’d you tell him?” I asked.

“Just that y’all were friends,” she said.

“How good of friends?”

“Really good,” she said. “We’ll be home in a few. Love 
you.”

Then there was a click and deafening silence.

What was that supposed to mean? Had she told him 
Tony and I were seeing each other? And had been for 
a while? Of course she had. Even though she’d divorced 
Dad, he would always come before me. If she thought she 
could get something out of him, she’d turn on me. And 
they were shopping, after all. I wondered how much my 
secrets were worth. A new sweater. Maybe some shoes. A 
bracelet, perhaps. A new wardrobe.

I went to my room and slammed the door. I took Tony’s 
ring from my jewelry box and held it in my hand. It felt like 
it was made of lead. I laid it on my dresser, in plain sight. 
There was no reason to hide it now. I heard Mom open the 
side door.



                     63 64

I could hear Dad’s footsteps as he approached my 
bedroom at the end of the hall. He tapped quietly on my 
closed door but didn’t wait for my permission to enter.

He stood in the doorway, his bulk blocking me in. There 
would be no lying to him this time.

“You lied to me,” he said, through clenched teeth. I 
wondered how much restraint his gentle tap on the door 
had required.

“What was I supposed to say? ‘Yeah, Dad, he’s my 
boyfriend. Deal with it.’”
 
“That would have been better than lying about it.”

There was a long pause.

“So what now?”

“What now? WHAT NOW? Now, you tell me the truth.” 
His restraint was wavering.

I sighed and rolled over to face the wall. Dad didn’t move.

“Mom already told you, I’m sure.”

“Told me what?”
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“That I’m dating Tony Scotts, the guy whose wallet you 
have,” I said.

“Is that the truth?” His voice was slightly calmer.

“Yes,” I said.

“Thank you for being honest this time,” he said, “but we still 
have this little matter of the fact that he’s black.” Dad’s calm 
had passed quickly, and he nearly spat the word. I noticed 
that he didn’t use another term, and for that I was grateful.

“So?” I rolled back over and sat up to face him, ready for 
the battle.

“So you won’t see him again. So help me, if I have to move 
you back to my house, you will not continue this, this crime 
against nature.” His index finger punctuated his words as 
he pointed at my face.

“Crime against nature? Tony’s not an animal, Dad. He’s 
just like you,” I said.

“He is NOT just like me. I’m white.”

“Yeah, and that makes you so much better.” I could feel my 
face turning red.

“It does. We owned those people. They worked for us.” 
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“Tell me, Dad, just when did you own a slave?”

“You know what I mean.”

“No, I don’t.”

I had never stood up to my father this way. My hands shook 
with fear, but I had to make him understand.

“Our people owned their people,” he said.

“Your grandfather and his father worked in sawmills. 
They probably didn’t even own a shack, much less a 
plantation.”

“That doesn’t matter. You will not think this is OK 
and wind up giving me little mutant half-breed 
grandchildren.”

My mouth dropped open and closed again. I didn’t even 
know what to say. How could this man be so ignorant? How 
could I argue with such a stupid statement? He was quiet for 
a long moment. I followed the path of his eyes to the ring on 
my dresser.

“That his?” he asked.

“Yeah, why?” I asked as I got to my feet.

“Because you are returning it.”
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The tears started to flow then, but Dad didn’t seem to 
notice.

“Call him. Tell him to meet us at Randy’s Hardware.”

“I won’t,” I said.

“You will, and you’ll do it now.” His teeth were clenched 
again. My confidence failed. The tears came more quickly 
when I realized this was not an argument I could win.

Dad stepped from the door just long enough to reach for 
the cordless phone on my bed. I was sobbing by the time 
Tony answered the phone. 

“Hey, baby,” he said, a smile in his voice.

I swallowed hard. “Hey.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Dad’s here,” I said. “Mom told him.”

“Oh.” Tony knew what I meant.

“He wants you to meet me.” Dad gave me a burning look. 
“Us—at Randy’s, to get your ring back.” I choked on the 
words.

“Oh. Now?”
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“Yes.”

“Um, OK. I’ll see you in a few minutes.”

“Bye,” I whispered, as my throat closed around a sob.

“Bye.”

I pressed the button to turn off the phone and crumbled to 
my bed. Dad turned to leave but hesitated. He came back 
into my room and sat on the edge of the bed. He put his 
hand on my back. I shrank away. I didn’t want him near me, 
but I had no resolve left to say otherwise.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

I rolled my eyes, but he didn’t see.

“I know you don’t understand, but I’m only doing this be-
cause I love you.”

He sat a moment longer. Then he sighed and left.

I got up and pulled my coat from the chair. I felt numb 
when I picked up Tony’s ring. The amber stone no 
longer sparkled. Dad had taken that away. I slipped the ring 
into the pocket of my coat. Part of me wanted to keep my 
hand in there with it, but another part of me knew that 
would only intensify the pain. 



The drive to Randy’s was not long enough for me to 
process what was happening. I stared silently out the 
window of Dad’s car, trying to figure out what I was 
going to say. When we got to the hardware store, Tony was 
already there.

He was waiting beside his truck. Dad had the sensitivity 
to park on Tony’s passenger side, though it was probably 
only because he didn’t want to see me and Tony together. 
I circled the bed of the truck, and Tony wrapped his arms 
around me. I smelled him. Soap and Polo. My pain was 
momentarily forgotten. I reached into my pocket and held 
his ring tightly, as I had the night he’d placed it in my hand.

“Here,” I said, as I held it out to him.

Reluctantly, Tony took it, but he didn’t put it back on his 
own finger. Instead, he put it into the pocket of his jeans.

“I better go,” I said, tears dripping from my jaw.

I kept his hand as I turned, letting it drop at the last 
moment. How could we stay away from each other? He 
watched after the car over the bed of his truck as Dad pulled 
away from Randy’s. Tony winked, and I read his lips.

“See you Monday.”
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Awareness

Rigoberto Delgado
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I Should Tell You But I Would Not

I should tell you but I would not.
You are the one in a million I wink at.
You are the one in a thousand I whistle by.
You are the one in a hundred I would rather
be with on a sunny day in Portugal,
or in an un-hooded rickshaw in Bangladesh,
or on a merry-go-round at a carnival in India.
You are the one I am after in a dozen walking
down the rush hour pavements, or alighting
from a subway train. You are the one, god damn it,
just you are the one when no one is you.
I should tell you but I would not.

Rabiul Hasan
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